Copyvight, 197, By Thomas H. McKee.

A the aun sloped to the west 1ts hat rava
loat a ittle of thelr flerceness,  Mrs, Mpo-
riarty, Ironing by the open window of the
fenement flat, wiped a damp brow and
glghed with evident rellef,

8he Inld the Eingham
hor five smaller childven

undorelotlies ani frocks of

and the shirt-walsta of her

grown danghtor, Into sepirate heaps Lefore torning
to sheots, plllow.enees and towels, Sho hod just tested
the heal of the fran by the apntleation of a cantions
forefinger, previomsly molstened at the tip of her
tongue, whon the wonrer of the shirt-waiste came into
the furnneedlihe room

“M'e Iate ye are, Sheflal™ epfd  her mother,
rrrinkling anow o sheot T of gaven.”

Shellah Moriarty draopned into the ehafy nearest
the window and leaned her elbowe on the tahle

“They worae changing tha notlons arond, and ws
hiad 1o stay.” She looked wistfully sbout hey, "Myl
Lt 1'm stovvin® for a evpiof ten”

Her mother put o cup and sapeer from the shelf
belind her on the tible; and Shellah, rielng, touk
tie teapot from e stove

mother! why a've work so? 1'd let them
wear—binek, What's the use?"

Ehe leanad out of the window, to rench the hutter
frem the wonden box whioh gerved] for o refrigerator,
NMrs, Moriarty had piut two ralls bheslde hor ean, and
Bheliall Degaty to ont and nitter them

ler two handd encirelad her eup, n=, her elhows
pzain on the deal table, she relnpsed Into complet
enloynient of the creature comforts of rext and fond

tralling fron s

tor -T.';. ’

Foy pompacdonrid haly was (nmply

Her small
it
rhort nose, Its black, lnminous eves shoded by thicl
{v growing lazhen, the

of heat and [atlgne

woper elovation over brow nnd
T 13

oval Tace, with it= egglike Mne of vhin

£hrnlieht,

Foness Lorn

liegen to loso 1
nnd to flush inte the shell plok

“My mother was In servies In the ould country.”
eald Mre, Moriarty, putting the lrons on the stove
and folding the Ironineblanket “All the same,
Shellah, what about Pat? Won't ye be flingin’ away a
good chanst®"

Sheilah shook her head, “1 guress there'q bo others
It Pat—well, T guess he'd wnlt, Mother" a snd-
den passing crept into lher voles, T like hHim well
ennongh-—-ng muoh as [ cvop expeot 1'11 eare for any

one,  But the truth 45" she faead her mother defl-
antly, "I want an earloy life than voun've had, Hepa
you are, nigh fifty, nnd working hinrd! 1 get all

plaved out at the store, but that's dasy to what yon
do.  You're on your feet all day! ‘Three meals, and
the dishes, and the wasliing and the froning, and
the moking and the mending When one thing's
done, ye rest yourself by taking up nnother! 1 hate
{o goo yonr Hve go, and 1 won't Mve 20 myself, No,
1 Hke Pat! But T don’t ke him weoll snongh Lo slave

for Win nnd hig children as you slaved for poppa
and us*

"You'll not slnve Sheilnh™

The wortls came from tha open door, and both

womoen turnod In gome dlsmiy, Puteleck O'Meara, in
his Sunday sult of pepper and &alt, o bright hiue tle
matehing his honest eyes ting plensingly
with lils red halr, stood In the doorway, flushed nnd
eviontly perturbed,

Why, good-ovening te yon, Patrlck,” eald Mre Mo
plegsantly,  “My! but It's bheen warm
Ht down, Shellah, n gent."

i nodded to Mrs. Moriarty, but his Liue eyes
rested hungerily

ind copnrrn

L the day!

smallness pnd

dark head

upon Shellah's dalint:

slimness, as she stool before him, her
hent,

I coame to geo it ve'l go ta the roof garden with
me. Shellah” went on Patrivk, laying some roses on
1hs Ha looked wistfully from them to her
hie could got lier away, Into the enviranment

tahle
If only
of the roof garden, whieh he vaguely felt to Le more

HOTH WOMEN TURNED IN DISMAY

and vivarcity natural to her

Mrs. Morlarty

drew a chalr from behind her and

ent down
"Pour e n sapoe' tay fntn ver saucer,” she gaid,
ber gpeach suffering relapse inio s earlicr phrasing
“AR!" SBhe draik “That's what T used to
gay, Sheilnh, aroon—What's the nge? Hut my
mother wng English nnd I mind me how she struggled
to keep up with the tubbing of the children o' Satur-
day nlghts, and the clean clothes ta put on iv'ey Bun.
day marning. If 1 let that go' =he'd be saying,
‘saomas Hke I'd 1ot evervtiilne po’  And now, since
himself wint home, dand 've Lnd the care of ve all,
1 find mese!lf n-savin'. "What's the use? and me other
gclf aenvin' aF my nonr mother gald, ‘If ye let that
B0, ye'll 1ot gv'rything go ™

She stopped, for Shetlah hnd cease! to listen, Put-
ting the saneer down, she rose and pestimed the Irons
ing. Dut she glanced, from time to time, at the girl's

deeply,

near

dreaming eves, followlng the sharpening outline of
roofs agalnst the sky
“Sheflah”  she whisaered  tengely, “Is  Patrick

O'Mearn coming for ye the nlght?
The Aelicate flush on Sheilab's chedks burned to
er'msenn.
“He'll come” the plirl =ald
maybe it's for thae Inst thpe
Mre. Moviarty studled her anxionsly, “‘He's a good
man, Bhetlah,” she urged “A Cath'le, and gteady,
gnd—ye wounldn't have to wor-rii yer fingers to the
{bone. And ve're pot strone’”
| Bhetlah's eves soupht the skyline again.
"1 just think of 1t all day,” she =xld simply, "Last
week I'd made up me mind to say yes, and 1'd bagun

hesitatingly, "“but—

b to think of me clothes HBuyt—"

“1 was seared of we geln' to that big store*
glghed her mothier “The clerks thors dress ko
dudes—and they're more to'k zirl's funcy than a plain

man ke Potelelr, who worke on the roads.  But it's
‘on thelr own backs the money goes, Shellah, Ye'll
have Pat's for ver housekeepin’”

“It's hot the clerks
away her cup and saucer.

wother,"  Shellph rose and put
“I'va thought of taking

to service

[{er mother sgtarted, "To serviee?”

Bhellnh nodded. “Milly Stesrn hns an aunt in
Mrs Van Tesuel's geryvies, She's got Milly in,.  She
Uves Jnst llke a lndy, mother, There are soven apper
malds, and each one hus o tiny room, all new and
elonn, an! they take o Loth every day-—not Just
Eat'dy nihie and they wear clean clothes, pink and
blun chamblyass, nnd caps and aprong lke the ones
you gce on tho stage,  The work's sasy, Mily's dunt
fays—and flve a owesk, while [ got thraefifty now
Pive, nnd me beep, 1°¢ poand yon home three and got

meself o troussean with the rest. Az for marryin'—

that'd come later

wopitions, more appropriate. lie might ¥at say all
he had meant {0 eny, hear what e hod hoped to
Tivsy I Coltie natura revolted agaipst the prose
of the present sltuation,

Shellall turned away, heér embarraa=ment masking
itsnlf ns sullenness,

"Thank ve, Pat. 1 guess [ won't go out to-night.”
“Sheflah' Ye're turned nealnst me?" he coried.
“Never think that, Pat” Interpoged Mrs, Morinrty,

with' a troubled glapnee from lilm to her daughter,
“Bure, the child’'s not feeling gond over ye hearin'

what she snld. And she wps but havin' her foke, ns

girle will.  Shellah, get your hat, won't ye? Bupe,
a breath of alr'll do ye good "
Bheilnh turned passlanately te her mother. “And

you all the same!
mother, and 1'll go.”

Mra. Morlarty smiled,

stay stowing here,

Come, too,

1 go, alanna, and leave Moira and Mike to come to
grief on the sldewalk? No, I can't go.”

Shellah hesitated.

“Come, Shellah" plended Pat "1t e
I've Leen crounting the hours 111 this
round! And ve promised.”

The gir! shook her hend

T guess | won't, Parrlek
ns ¥yo came up. bBut mother's wrong | wasn't joking.
What 1 sal? | miean. 8o 1t wouldn't hardly be falr,
would it, to et ya spend your money on taking me
to roof gardens, while 1 was meaning— ="

Azaln Mrs. Morfurty come to the rosecus,

“Merey on ns, Shellah! that's not the way a voung
man looks on hls money. 8ure, he's glad to go to the
roof garden, nml It's mighty 4ull without a girl!"

‘otrlek glanced at her gratefully, He appreclated
her efforts to restore llghtness to the unexpected
gloom of the situation,

“That's the glze of it, Sheilah,’ he spid snxlously
“My evenin's spollt If ve don't come’

Mre. Morlarty brought the black Lat the glel hind
thrown anide upon her entry, and Sheilah slowly put
it on, adjusting her hale by the nld of her slde-comb.
Without another word she 1ot 'atrfel: take her down
the stairs, passing by Molra and Mike without looking
at them. Sllantly they hugrded & enr. wnd as gllently
rode uptown and were presently seated side hy side
fn the opon-alr thautre with the gay stage in froot,
pleasure-sockers to right and Jeft, and the wast pan-
orama of New York behind them

They pave but n perfunctory attention to the per-
formanes upon the nnd Pat topk her to the
roof garden's adge and Legun to plead

Sheflah leaned againgt the parapet, the sult sting of
alr eoollng and froshening her fevered cliceks
Reof beyond roof stretehed before her, sharply ace
cented In the elear alr, now lghted both by the rising
moon and the sun's after-glow, Far beyond wound

knew how
ono should come

I'm sorry va heard me

stige

the

the Hudson, black under the darkening sky, and faint
lights twinkled from the distant Pallsades,

She liatened to his words, rough with the fervor of
his loye, nnd drew a long sigh,

"Pat, she sald at length, “1 don't think 1 ever did
na much thinking as 1 d1d before wa same up hora to-
night. T've thought [t all oul, and I've asttled that
it wouldn't do—It wouldn’t do 6t all, 11 not make
you happy after the first, and you'd not make mo
happy at all, at all, 't might b voary well, with the
rooms you gpenk of, and the furnlabing, and the new
clothes, for a while. Tt & poor man's wife has n
hard time—n hard tlme. Then there's the drag of
the c¢hildren—look at mother!—uand thera'l be worlk,
work, work., Mayhs I'm lazy, Pat I don't know.
Mother says I'm not dtrong.  But [ Just hato the
getting up early, to seo to your hreakfaat.”

“You never should, Shellnh” wrge Pat, with des.

norate sarnestnesa. 10 get mo own, You e'd 1le till
nine o'clock 1 yo wante! to."
Put, stlll she shook tha 1ittle head he wanted to

draw upon hig shanlier,
“No, Pat, no. My min's made up, I'm going to
leave the store, stand the lone hours, and

I enn’t T
the belng always on my feel, and the Wiiing down,

and the putting boaek, 't molnz to tnke a renl ensy
place In Mrs, Van Tessel's honke 'l got more money
than I do now, anidl do more for mother, Nut It's no,

ond no, and no, to you; Pat. for [ souliin’t stand it

The orchistra was ploying o popnlar walts just
then, They stood, enveloped in melody, posgesse] by
sound. It war go loud gay, #0 dominnting, that it
held them, almest ag a thing oorporeal might have
done, ‘To the end of hic jife Patrlok O'Menra never

heard that gle withont o meémory of the sick despalr

that Motted out the gtare from the skv-—never hensd
it without reenlling the ta'=ery of his convirtion that
Shellal truly meant just what sha hed gald,

"I nat coma In, Bhellih,” he said
on the sleps of lier hon *Anil
all, unless it may be thiat s o send CGooil-nlght ™

Bhiellah stood on the 118, s harly g
ure as It strode to the corner, halted and dlsappeared.
Then, with Ingeineg steps, she motntad the stalrs and
passad Into the room wl

when they gtond
'l ottmie no motre at
for me,

PR s
waiching

v har mothie got and sewnd
at n pink muslin frock for Molra (0 wear on Sunday.

As the glrl met her meother's Inquiring eyes, ghe
gnll:

“Ha's gone, mother, |1
mad with me or not. Iyt
Sat'dy, anl go to Milly's annt Monday.
atiout mo golpg, I o'n | repdy Sunday

"I on'y hope ve have loet the bost chanst of o

! Hled her mothe:

hushand ye'll ever got [

ton't slghtly know If he's
I'm golng to gult my job
it's ull fixed

anxinsly

"Ye'll say there's chance: where vor goln'.  Mayhe,
Mesgelf, T don't take more stock In funkles than [ do
In store ¢lerke, Pat's o 1 man"

All the lonyg nicht, e
by her mother's side, wit
neross the foor of the Lo,
these words, They set her mother's
deep breathing, they eany themeselves to the gay mel-
ody which was the Inst =he had heard at the roof
gorden: “Pat's a good o &

iny panting and sleepless
Molra wriggling npeasily
Shellnly geomed to hear

|8 §1; '"h'!'—"' tn

And “Pat’s n gool mun,' she echoed; but added:
“Put he'd want three a day.™

The change from her noolher's two rooms and the
dingy, tawidry splendnors bargain counters, o the

magniticence of Mrs, Var
was Jduly made, Sheilnh
chambray, white apron, an!
beenme enamored of lier surroundings.  Bhe wag Hs-
eglgned to a tall, somewhat sour-looking female, who
ruled the second floor. A vast and echoing corrléor
and four bed-rooms wore hors ta keep In spotless o
der, But she did not nd the work dong stand-
Ing, from elght to six, in the stori, Mora.
over, she had such fore as sl dreamed of;
a rovin to herself, small and of nun-like plainness but
fresh and dainty Rs tended, The life was
new, was plgunnt, wns

Onee lett 1t to carey her lberdl ald to
her mother. But she never ascended the dingy stairs
without qualme. She was pestiessly miserable 4t the
moll and toll In which her mother lved, nnd Indig-
niut at ber content—content #o {znohle.

Al poor Pat? For three weels he fought out hia
bLattles wlone. Then, motherless, he fled to Shellab’a
mother for comfort, and the Litter-sweet of news of
the dear star absent from his clouded eky. Finally,
he took & room {n Mrs. Morlarty's tenewent, for the
pleasure of being near her constantly, Only on Tues-
raye, Shellah's night off, did he stay away, wandering
up and down Rlverside Drive, Areaming day«lrpams
on the benches and Unding solace in the beauties of
sky and water,

“Now, don't you loge heart lnd" Mrm. Moriarty ad-
monishad him. *1t's !l very grand, that place whero
Slellal Is, and her head's just turned with (6. Dut it
ain't hers!  Aand one day, i she's a woman, she'll
want the smallest thiog that's her very own, You
walt"

He walted for three months ut durlpe that time
n chapge cume over blm. He vispted Mrs, Morlarty
so often that he was initiated tnto the sorrowful mys.
tery of a woman's lfe. Llke many another maun, he
had wendered, “What the women folks did the whole
Hve-long day—them s dldn't work for bread?" Now,
He saw thot they tolled endisssly, at o weary suliees-
glon of small and often henvy tnaks, which sprang,
hydra-headed, to full lfe the moment they geemid
vinguished. He would go in nt supper-time to see
plles of dlshies awalting the “washin-up.” This dons,
Molra and Mike, both under six, claimed care and ut-
tention, It they were to be pul cleaniy to bod.  Clothes
had to be looked over, mended, washed op ironed. The
day's work was Hterally nover done,

“Why, I'm better off than moest,” snid Mrs, Mori-
arty, when he spoke of this one pight “['m buay

Fogeel'zs birown-stone house,
in uniform of pale pink
dalnty muslia cap, Foon

ns luur
Inpurtment

hud never

those sl
10erlit#eet
'tt'a:g..'... i

work she

most part of th' day, but I've ehildren that bring
homea 'nough to keep ué golng, and 1 ¢'n see 'om get-
ting on, teo, and on the way to steady Wves, Jem'll

be in the foree, less’'n two Yoeurs, and Dan's at o gro-
vory, Sheflnl, she's dolng well, if not In the way we
wish, and the ittle "uns go to school, and den't often
play hookey. No, lad, 1 aln't so bad ol

Bhe wiuk leaning coutentedly back in her chalr,
looking st the glow in the liuy stove. The late No.
vember nighit was chilly, and outside o tght raln was
falling

“Anyway,” glie went on, "it's not when yer young-
o8t 18 past five that you do e having ver hard time
I mean, If yor & woninn,  It's while vou've ane at the
brenst, and avother drogiging ot your egkicts, and pn
other, ar twoe ar three, suy, g nough to run off, and
be nt mischlef, and get sk, or into bud company, that

COUNTING LOVE'S TOLL rue” s

you nohe all nlght, and wor-tk nll day, all day”

She stoppod. Her mind wandered hack to darker
days, and she loat her way In o tangle of gloomy yet
sordlidl mamorles, fraught with wourlnens and pain.
Pat, the lght of the conlall lump falling on his red
enrls, lstaned to this Intimate rovelatlon with strange
emotiong, This was 0 womat's 1ife!  Ta this he hai
wighod—da1ad still wish—to drag Mg dalnty Shellah!
He loathed himself. The whole séheme of creation
gremed wrong, It sevmed to him now that only the
rich had tha right (o wed, And vot his jonging for
Shallnh was the torment of hie duys and of his nights,
and one evening he sot off to the brown-stone mansion
of Mrs, Van Tessel, and, penetrating the outworks
of the fortress with gome diffficulty, found a elde en-
trance nnd asked to sce Sheflah,

e wag shown ta n small room In the basgement,
and bidden to walt.  Shellah enime at last, in her pink
chambray, telmly ftting, her dark halr, a0 longer
pompailonred, surmounted by o dalnty oap, and her
siim walst enclrelad by what milght have been n doll's
apron. Patl looked as one who has gpon a viston. e
roge, trembling, twisting NLis cap In his hands, end
Inoking at Liwr sprechlessiy.  She had always boeen
somoewhnt of a marvel to him, but pever so daintily
npnrt, ko heart-achingly remaote

“Why, Pat, I'm glnd to gesa yen,” sho gold,
down, Maother told me yvon've hept well"

“Shellnh!"" he implored. “0Oh, Shellal!"™

A dim ehape of alinegation had hegun to form nof
latn In his mind, He saw himself, goineg solitary all
his days, thal she might Yie fron of care and trouhble,
This dlm shape melted Into mist at the eleht of Ler,
Ceome what might, e woanted her with a pession thnt
copmed to hurn him as e gtamd hefors lie mitiyve
In Bz mind. He esuld have snitohiod her
Wy, aned currled her away as the Sabine women weree
borne awny. Perlinps If his knowledge of history had
alforded’ Rim that preesdent, Shellnh mleht not that
night have roturnad to her tiny room under the
gione eaves, Tat she 401, Conventlon mast
gnd e hardly pressed the little hand ghe gavs

Blio wis sweetly gontle Bhe chatted to him of
the splendore of the housas, of the numbers of the ser
vantda of the entartaiuments. tha dreqases, the report-
ers, #ind thu mporters’ binnders!

"Why. Pat, ther sald that Mrea Van Tese
chiffon anid peirls, and all the time it wae
monzseling and emeralda! 1 know, for 1 wag «
In to hald down the train wlidle her malds—ahe has
two—sewald some iles of the valley on It!  Oh, Pat!
How I'd like to be wearing the things [ gee!"

“I'ye liks seein' them, when you ecan't? La asied
at last. “lion't ye want to coma awny from (1?7 Don't
yo want to be the queosn of a little, 1ttle place, Instead
of helng a servant hera?”

Shellalt’s Qark eyai wldoned,

“Queen of o Hetla plaee?  Tlew niealy yon pmt 1t

"Sit

esires rosr

[l 4
Ll |

Pt But the queen of that Mitle place wonld have
to gerubh, wonldn't she? and conk, and carery witer,
and eptlt kindMne, and wash and lron? Why, my
winehing's done for me, Lere!  Amd we lve just as

well, almost, s the peopls npstairs, we da, Pat.”
“And that matters to you”? Why, Shellnh, zeoma to
rae, 1'd ent dry broad all my 1ot o

be nesr vonu

The girl tined to him swastly Piat. voun make
me foel o mean! 1 wish 1 was (ke mother, |1
R L0
wish .

Sha stapme].  She had mean to gayv
Aldn't cars”  Dut, ps ehe looked gt the

{ace, the clenr hlue eyves, the red curly

"T wish ymm
oneat, homaly
she could

head,

not utter the wish!

"1 gueds T don't fall in lova tha way some dn' ghe
aald slowly, "Onn of the housemalds here, ghn's inst
crazy over the thinl footman! Sometimes Mijle and

I got scared she'll make away with herselt If he don't
notice her. And he won't, hiscanse he's just ns ernzy
over ihe @econd lady's inald, and she—wall, yon gen,
she's so above him that he might fust as well he in
love with Mrg, Van Teas2] hereelf while hie's about i1t

Fat feit a pang of sympathy with the stricken
hongemnid, and a desira to thhmp the unresponsive

foounan Into a felly. But snother fear awikernd
within himi—a fonr for which the footman was ro
Eponailin

“Shellah! The plave Just awarmsg with "em——liyv-

erles and alll T yau?”
But Sheflah’'s frouk
nnger,
"Oh, no, Pat. 1 dan't eare for any of ‘em
the comfiort of the |ife,

He gtopped.
sintle disarmed his  jealons
T ke

t. when it eomes {0 @ man

—there's no one [ like as mueh as [ ke vou®
a1 enld comfort,
ar! thinking,
cate

Pat wuns foreed to leave her with th
And for some days e gave himself to
Mrs., Moriarty missed blm gorely, Iov

he no

o GAMARKER

“YE'RE WRONG, PAT, THOUGH IT'S

more to talk and Liear of

Byring llngerad that year, but it came, With it
coming the Van Tessel season ended. Among the ser
vants retained to accompany the fumlly to Newport
wis Shellah,

It wane later in the summer—a hot, huneld swnier

awd the papers were filled with aceounts of deaths
frum heat prostrations

When Pat came back to Mrs. Moriarty he found her
vending in angulsh over Motra, I¥ing In white stiliness
on the table, drawn closy to the window. The child
looked & smaller Shellab, her face made older by
wearlness and pnle

“1 burled Mike westerday,” snld the poor mothe:
slmply. “Aunid 'm thinklng [ lose Molra, toao"

Pat's thoughta flew to Shetlah. e gpoke her namse

Mrs, Morlorty shook her head, “It's thankful [ am
that she's where ghe can get o breath of alr,' she aid
“Mayba, 1 she'd stayv'id at the store, she'd have gond
under. too, Shellah’'s not strang, net strong at all’

All that uight Pat's fod Sead bent beside the gray
one over the dying chilid. And when the end came,
and the bereaved mother's aneulsh found the plen
teous and eloquent expression which Is the gift of the
Celt, Pat, beslde her, vowel] fhat no woman shoulid,
through him, know such grief. Sheilah, whom ho
loved, had refused him, but she might marrey u richer

Sheilah

man.  Let Bey  He wonld ve free of her pauin He
would not look at her sorrow, to know himself tha
Calse,

And, Juet ar he wag almoet olate whi the strength
and forvor of his resolvs, Shellwh came back from
Newport, weary of luxury, of sulijection, of associa
tion an teriis of unbearable (nequality with the rleh
aned the great,

Her griof at the losa of her {litle hrother and afstar

hor indignant pain st not having heen snmmoned
to do her share of nursing, war sineera und desp, She
took her old place st the notion oounter, apd slept
beulde her mother an the Hard straw bed, soross the

foot of which no Malrgy tow tossed i restioys slosp
But Shellah was young, and net desp, or stern of
filre,  Pht hid besn the lodestons, nfter all to draw

hes baock, and, hier tenrs ghed, she looked Lo his eom-

fng with n he:ting henrt

Fler savings had provided her mother with the
monurning out of which the pooy, cupecinlly the paor
of the Old Country, extract n rertain satisfaction,
Shelloh, more modarn, was eontent with o white
chambray and a &lock tonehod heare and there with o
hlack ribbhon. &he know that she looked well, aud

she lonpged to read the ol nesurar i at'E aves

When he came Mrs, Morinrty grovte] Wim, and then
left the invers alone

Shellah Hited shy oves 1o Pot's e gpso

TWell, Pat, T've wedne: haele,” €l» sald

"Yeur mether'] o gl L 1 gravelh
“Bhe's a1 good womnh, Shellah'

Shellah felt 1y bry Alm lew ovr

“She's very gaoo e agrond. Then sllence foll,
Shefinh, unnhle hene It crassal (o the window, and
inoked at the 1ae of roofe nualust the sy

"o you remem ber milne 1y k@ 6™ ahe aaked
at lenuth In o Py or whnt { d5id. PaL”

..] punge 1 'I" ff ol Wi penllbdd sheenishily,

Shellah turne Vi Y P Wi “a
vau remembhsi il v g2 n kA {ne nuenn of o
Htte place?® ] ! 1 vou Ki Pat. 1—1
didn't think ro ot v fnte— it monnde—niop,"

Heor chesks 14 o the it e duzk. Sha
turnad awar ‘o 4 s line hart and
clear, and wu! wed L Pat Yrndr )
have reatiaed | Lt 'y
holidine hime: | \

He had nn word or nnd 2t I sobbing
Into the chai 1 it

“You don'f cur 1 daf't!t Ehe went Oh, go
away, then—go nmnay Why dn ¥on tis fhrmea
ma s

The Uen!* s of Uis havent intent 4 el of K
own sacrlfh g i Y oara t Py
prince, . Al it nt Jeit 1 ' ned
of his volen, SholtnH 11fted Kor heri

"Yea've ot to sqv [ don't cats pagis Yo
"Yo're neyve Fink ther Hlelix i ,
I've poigy ) methor's e and Use weenn, In m
tind’e ova  wlhygt mr wife w ho—If 1 L 5 wife?
Ye've told me many a time, Shellnh v told
me tend!  S%4 Hoveoto wash fn 111l woruh
Gudl irof et hinva to pise oenrie ot sleen late,
And there v ehlldren—and—they ke 1ife hord—
for the woman! Il net b YU NOr Aany woman
to it Hhe 111 nevar have n

He suld the words solemnly nnd 1 shivared na
wghe Ustorn o The Tgxuorias she . | th frifioa
that h: her pleasvra, =nddep Ty tad pway
Liefiire fire ‘of hor lone'ne f thia mnt whi re-
naons Mofor the Cls #f *he nrm= tha nld
nnt i the jouct f o lips that no longer
FolS totieh ‘hers,  She e stratehin 1* trem-
bling !} :

" Fid Patt™ shoe erled CTAN' Yo gea—]==I

f1ke o enoueh, Pat—not to mind!"

'k 12 head
now wve don't mind ™ ha said gentle. 47 e

n what ye told 1 anen, hetors v
want to Mre, Van Tessel's tfrie wo =ald, ‘the
flad, und the furnitnre, aund the vew clothes wonld
make [t pot vo bad!* 1 ses that vow, Phelloh, 1hesigh

I didn'tithen, A woman's Ufs 't Hfa—
[ cruel hard, and Ulligoer

There waer o sad tinallty
gnment, plendings, futfle
her hapriness falling i roins
helpless, contld hut watch it fall

fnoyi wie I

that naeile are
1 trembling,

stood 1
annto iy =3y
her ile she,
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aliongt

[—1—like sau—ensugh—not to mind.” 29¢ vwlls-
nered. her tears fallin

'at folded him arme acpogs hig brenst. that they
might not fold her ageingt his own will, Whila so0
ther stood, the deor of the Inner ovm op=ned, and

Mres, Moriarty onme onut

“Ye're wrong, Pat, thoueh It's v snatirh o do
bhe menanln''" <he suld, nnd Slieflal w by the words
thit Her miother had boen hronell Ner swn
courtship., In Hstenlng to hers, - Dut ye think wo
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WELL ENOUQIT YE DO BE MEANIN'

aimel of haminess, Pat, and ivs sorre I am if words
nf mine tave wade von think thet love 'sa't worth all

it coatal"

She stoud ot the other side of the takl The light
Alm, but they coulid Ece how strange o leauty
glowad on the rough, kRitidly face

"Irye gudd that ('R hard to bear ohildeen, and hard
encugh to raise ‘emn,” il And only the
dear Mother Mary knows whitt §t is to lose 'em! But,
for it all, do ve think 'd Bave Hyved single? Do you
think I'd missed the times when Dap Morlarty courted
me. and the veure that he was iy man-—mine, and oot
anolher womsan's—for the sake o the worrk? Do
vou think l'd ‘a’ missea one of my babies. for the
trouble they made me? Why, when my iittle ones
deid. unid you stood by me, Pat, like the gon ye've
esn to me —dldn't ve kneow that 1 thanked the Tord

Was

e went

thev's heen mine for a time, {f it was bat five years
and elx ¥oura? Oh. o woman's 1o (s hard, and her
strength’l go, and her looks'!1 go. it if her man's

a good man, and loves Lher, It's worth 1t all, Pat; It's
worth it all"”

Pat turned from her to look at Rheilah. The (dusk
was falling, and he had to steg to her to read
bor eves. And In the Hm oroom, with (12 poor furnish.
ings, another Mgt was growing—the Hght of the hope
that had come hack

“1t's worth it all"” repeated Mrs. Moriarty,

“1s (1% his eves asked of Shellah's

Her auswer wus o step forward, her arms held ont.

eloser
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